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long in the palace near the monarch and thus being
in a position to judge by his mood or occupations of
the moment the probable time at which he actually
intended to put in an appearance at the events
figuring on the day's programme.
One morning the time-table announced a march-
past of the tribes at noon on the sports-ground
adjoining the race-course. At two o'clock we were
still at table in the palace. When lunch was over
the Maraj Kumar of Bikaner carried me off in his
car for an antelope-shoot in the Patiala game-pre-
serves. At half-past six I reached the scene of the
tribal tattoo and found that even so I was too early ;
the Maharaja had not arrived.
A huge stand had been erected at one end of the
sports-ground, facing a long reach of water on the
far side of the maidan ; already the lake was glitter-
ing with illuminations, pin-points of colour in the
gathering darkness. The grandstand was a graded
platform draped like a catafalque in dark purple
velvet; on the highest tier under an enormous
canopy was a row of gilded chairs, or, rather,
thrones. Seated on the steps leading up to the plat-
form, as on the front seats of a stadium, a large
crowd had been waiting all the afternoon. A flight
of steps led up to the throne ; it was draped in
velvet brocaded with thick patterns wrought in gold,
dappled with the white petals of an avalanche of
roses. From my place at the top of the steps I could
just make out two shadowy groups of tribesmen
massed around banners on each side of the maidan.
But the night was dark and, as the tattoo should
have taken place in broad daylight, at noon, no
lighting arrangements had been provided for. The
situation was saved by a dozen cars which formed up
in a semicircle facing the grandstand, converging

